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SYNOPEIS.
i

Juanita Holland, a Phlladelphla young
woman of wwalth,
r guMe, Good Anse Talbott, Inlo the
™ of the Cumberiands to become
teacher of the moontaln children, falnts
&t the door of Fletoh McNash's cobin
While resting there she overhenrs a talk
betweon Bad Aunse Havey, chilef of his
clan, and oo of his benchmen that nee
’uuims her with the Havey-MoBriar foud

uanite his an unprofitable talk with Bad |

Anse and they ymé animgonists,  Cul

'Dnuflua of the voy clan is on trial ln
Perdl, for the murder of Noah Wyatl, a
McBriar, In the night Juanita hewrs
feadista ride past the MceNnash cabin,
Juanita and  Dawn  MeNash  become
friends. Cal Douglss Is acquitted. Nash |

Lmn-

Wyatt attempts to kill him but s b
salf Killed by the Haveys.

CHAPTER VL.

When, just bofore sunset yvesterday
alternoon, & verdlet of acguittal for
Cal Douglas had come from the jury
room, the town of Peril had once more
held its breath and doors had closed
and the streets had cleared of such as
wished to remain noncombatants, But
with no comment or eritleism Milt
MeBriar mounted his horse and rode
out of town, shaping his course over
the hills toward his own house. Fol
lowing his example with equal quiet,

his kinsmen mounted, too, and disap-
Ppoared.
As for Oul Douglas, he reserved any

enthugiasm his vindlcatlon may have
brought to his heart until he whs back
again in the depths of the hille, He
’ol his kinsmen turped their horses

by n shorter and stesper trail (o the
house where the dance was going for
ward with shuffling and fiddling and
passing of the jug

Wh Milt McBriar and his fellows
siarted home an informer or two from

the Havey ranks kept them in view,
themselves unseen. until they passod
through the gap and started down the
other side of the ridge into thelr own
domaln.

That they were heing so watched
was either known to the MeBriars or
psgumud by them. But a pleked squad
on fresh mounts was waiting over
there in a place where the rond ran

doep through the forest and laurel, | themselves executioners,
and this squad was equipped with re- [ WA8, they had not quite yet worked

paating rifles, Milt MceBriar himseif
did not go with them. He had made
nll his arrangements in advance, and
It waa not seemly that the chlef
should take a personal part in an exe- !
outlon which he had decreed,

“Let me hear the news, boys," Old
Milt bad said with o wave of his
hand, and then he had ridden on stol-
idly toward his own domain.

The house where the danve was be-
ing held stood between the knees of
two hills,

Near midnight a half-dozen men |
who had not besn invited rode care- |
fully over an almost obliterated trall

Blowly Three of the New Arrivals
Hitched Thelr Way Forward.

which wound blindly through the
hills st the back of the placs and
hitched their horses In & rock-sur-
rounded hollow a half-mile from the
house. Other horses and mules were
hitched all along the country road, but
these belonged w  the legitimate
Euests,

Af the halfdozen men, whose arrl-
val had been so cautiously waecom-
plished, began slipping down, each
holding his own courpe in the cover of
the laurel, thers was nothing to indi
cale that any warning had gone ahead
of them. |

From the houses with their yellow
windows and thelr open doors eame
no note of apprehenslon—no fotima-
tion of muspiclion. A medley of volees,
now and then o laugh, a din of serap-
fng feol, und the whine and boom of
fiddles gave oul a cureless chorua to
the night. .

Blowly, with sn sadept craft that
bhardly broke a twig underfoot, three
of the new arrivals hitched their way
forward to a point of vantage down

Ty

wont crouched low, holding to
_whadows with riflos thrust out

g

gy o
s )

an her journey with |

| was to signify a4 common readiness.

(Copyright by Chariss Nevills Buck.)

nhead snd faces ‘almost smiling in

‘their grim forelaste of sure sucoess.
In a few moments they would have
before them the doors and windows as
lighted targets. Then whoever saw
Cal Douglas would crook forefinger on

trigger and the error of the jury

would be rectified. The others would
follow with a volley at random for
good mensure.
| It was almost too easy, Tt seemed
|# shame to snatch a full and red re-
venge with such scant effort.

Then, as the foremost figure, crouch-

Ing In easy range of & window, braced
himeell on one knee and peered for
ward under his upturned hat-brim,

there came the reports of several

rifles—but they were not the rifles
of the MeBriar squad, and they came
not from the hills in front, but from
the laurel st the back. They broke

]rmm directly between the carefully
picked squad and its horses,

‘ The man who had braced his knee
and cocked his rifie gave out a brief,
gurgling sound as an oath was stifled

| off In & hemorrhage of the throat, and

| pitched forward on hls face, After
that the figure lay without stirring, its
own blood reddening the rifle whose
| trigger-guard pressed against its fore
| head.

The doors vomited men, There was

a tralling and ragged outburst of fire

arms, and many dark fAgures plunged

here and there across the atlvered
spices whers the shadows did not fall

Of the six men who had crept down,
three had Inin within one hundred
vards of the house when the shots

‘eame from thedr rear, The other three

| were off at the side. ready to bring

up the horses as close as might prove
| safe when the moment came Yor flight,
| But they, too, found themselves out
|n‘!T. Had the man who fired on the

one who was aboul to fire walted ona

|

minute longer, there would have been
His

| more deaths than the single one,
colleagues would then have boen, like
|h':ma+v[r, covering thelr respective vie
tims—vietims who confidently thought
But as it

themseolves into positions untram.
meled by Intervening rock and timber,

The man who fired first knew thils,
for he had not heard the perfectiy im-
itated quaver of “scritch-owis" which

But as he had eyed hig erouching vie-
tim acrose hls rifle-sights he had also
becn able to look beyond him, and had
seen the figure of Cal Douglas pause
at the lighted window. He knew that
to wait a moment would be to wait too
long. So the others had to fire blindly
through the black undergrowth at
gpeeding shadows—and they missed.

The fleeing murder squad melted
back into the black timber, and some
of them, signaiing with the eall of
frog and owl, came together in tem.
porary salety. They dared not go to
their own horses, since they might be
discovered in the effort.t The road
that led into the MoBriar country
would be watched. If they wera to
carry away unpunctured skins they
must flee the other way—into the Ha.
vay territory nnd astride stolen Havey
borses. It was every man for himsslf,
and they had not paused to count
noses. They. hurriedly swung them.
selves into saddles at the remote end
of the line of hitched mounts and gal-
loped pell-mell down the road towand
the cabin of Fleteh MeNnsh.

When the theft of the horses wus
discovered Anse Havey sent pursuing
parties to ride the roads In both direc-
tionsa.

It had seemed to Havey wiser to
withhold his warning from all save
thoge whom he nesded to use. To all
the rest the affair had come without
notice, and the hue and cry which fol
lowed the rifle-shots was genulne in
its excitement.

But In a very fow moments the
pandomonium fell away and sullen-
ness supplanted the shouting. The
mountaing behind, where several men
were stealthlly seeking escape and
many others were stalking them, lay
silent in the moonlight.

A hundred yards beyond the win-
dow a small and inquisitive knot of
men gathered around a figure that
had hunched forward, sprawling on a
cocked rifla, Bomeone turned the fig-
ure up and etralghtened its lmbs so
that they should not stiffen in such
grotesque attitude. The face, with
the yellow lanterndight shining down
on It, wan the face of a boy of twenty.
Its thin lps were set In a grim smile
of satisfactlon, for death had over
talken him without a suspicion of its
coming.

Porhaps, had & photograph of his
retina been taken, it would have dis-
closed the portralt of Cal Douglas
puusing at the open window,

“Hit's little Nash Watt!"” exclatmed
a surprised volce, using the diminu
tive which in the mountains takes the
placa of junior and stays with a man
woll on In life. The vietim who had
been designated to avenge the death
of Noah Watt had been Noah Watt's
younger brother.

Meanwhile the pursulng horsémen
wore galning slowly on those that fled.
The murder squad had failed and
must bear back to Milt McBriar, it

!they ever got back, a narrative of
frustrated effort. They were bitterly
mugry and proportionately desperate.
8o, as they clatiered along the empty
rond, meeting no enemy whom they
could shoot down In appeasement of
their wrath, they satisfied themselves
with raising their war ery for the ben-
efit of the sleoping cabins.

A Tlittle distance beyond Fletech Me
Nash's place lay a cross-trall by which
they might find a clrcuitous way back
over the ridge, but it was too steep
and broken to ride. They could make
better time on foct over the “roughs,’
50 there they abandoned thelr mounts
and plunged into the timber. When
the pursvers came up with the dis
carded horses they realized that fur-
ther effort in the nighttime would be
bootless, Yet, since the heaving
flanks and panting nostrils of the
horses testifiel that they had been
only a few minutes late, they took a
Inst chance and plunged Into the
thicket.

There a single defiant shot, sent
from & long way up the hillside, was
their only challenge, and their volley
of rep’y, fired at the flash, was merely
4 retort of hatred. But even In the {so-
Intion of the hills cortaln news travels
on wings, and the morning would find
every cabin dweller wearing & face
of grim and sullen realization. The
phrase which Fleteh MoNnsh had whis-
pered to his' boy would travel to the
headwaters of every fork, and the
faces of the women would once more
wear the drawn misery of anxlety for
thelr men.

CHAPTER VII.

It was into this newly charged st
mosphers that Juanita Holl=nd and
her migslonary guide rode fn the morn-
Ing mists.

Good Anse Talboit was in many
ways an inadequits ally. He was both
narrow and {llitorate, but he was ear
nest.

At last the girl rode resolutely up to
her escort's saddle-skirts and asked:
Brotlier Talbott, hadn't you better tell
ma what it all means?"

The missionary lifted a face that
was nlmost haggard.

“Hit means,” he sald, with no idea
of Irreverence, “thet Satan's got both
underholts—an’ God help this coun-
try.” .

Then he sketched for her the his-
tory of the feud and deduced conelu-
sions from what they had both seen
and heard.

She listened with a sickening heart
until he changed the subject and told
her that the Widow Everson, with
whom she was to stop, had a sizable
house whore ahe would be comfortable.
At Ingt the girl saw, still a long way
off, a fertile little valley, where the
corn seemed taller and richer than on
the scattered coves. Thers, like a tiny
matelibox, on a high level near which
the wall of mountain broke Into a
broad gateway, she could make out a
house. It was not of logs, but of brick.
and stood In an inclosure that looked
more like the Blue CGrass than the
mountaing,

"Does ye see von brick house aigh
ther gap? Thet's Bad Anse's place, an'
over thar acrost ther ridge, three
wile away by crow-light an’ a half-
duy’s ride by ther roads, {8 whar Milt
MoBriar dwells. Ye kalnt see hit
from hyar"

It was almost sundown when they
raached the house of the Wilow HEyer-
son, and at slight of the woman stand-
Ing at the fence to meet them Juani-
ta's heart took strength. This house
was not of logs, but of undressed
boards, with gayly painted window and
door frames of red, and nlthough two
days ago she would have called It
mean, she had revised her views
enough to regard it now as almost
maguificent,

The widow dwelt hore with her two
sons, and the trio, by virtue of great
diplomacy, had suceeeded in maintain-
Ing a neutrality throughout the Btrife,
Tha comforts of the place were such
a8 must serve to glve contentment
where teaming Is arduous and the
mull carrler comea twice n week, but
cleanliness dwelt there and homely
cheer of a sort.

Before they had yet entered the
house the girl saw a horseman ap-
proaching with an escort of several
meon who carried rifles balaneed aoross
thelr pommels. ‘They came from the
east, and though Juanita did not know
who they were, she recognized the con-
tral rider, himself unarmed, to be o
person of consequence.

He was tall, and undar his faded
coat his rather lean figure fell into an
attitude of wallmuscled sirength de-
spite his fullness of years.

““Evenin’, ma'am,” sald the new-
comer. “No, I bain't a-goin' ter lght.
1 Jost heored ‘thet Brother Talbott was
@-comin’ over hyar, an'l wanted speech
with him."”

The misajonary nodded.

"All right, Milt,” he sald, and the
girl knew, as sho had already suspoot.
ed, that here was & second of her chisf
enamios,

“I reckon ye all knows what hap-
pened lost night," uhe heard him say-
ing slowly. “Hit war a pity, an’ 1

hears thet ther Haveys are a-chargin’
kit up ergin me. Thet's nat’ral enough,
I reckon. They ‘lows thet I'd walk
plumb acrost hell on n rotten plank
ter do "em Injury. Ef they stopped ter
reason hit out & spell they'd recollect
thet 1 went over thar ter Peril an' let
& jedge thet didn't own his own soul
un' a jury they hed done packed, elar
one of their kinfolks fer killin' a
cousin 0 mine—an’ thet I never raised
& hand. 1 reckon they didn’t bardly
hey no call ter fgger thet I waa
skeered of them. I done what 1 done
because | wanted peace. 1 was fer
lettin® ther law take hits co'se, even
when I knowed the cote war crooked
es & drunkard's elbow.”

He paused, and no one spoke, 8o at
last he went on again.

“But little Nash Watt war young an'
hot-hearted. He could hardly see hit
In ther light of wisdom, and he didn't
come ter me fer counsel. So he jest
want hell-splittin® over thar with some
other boys that he overpersuaded—an’
he didn't come back. I'm sorry. I was

“I 'Lowed I'd Ask Ye Ef Ye'd Fetch
the Body Home."

right fond of Little Nash, but I hain't
complainin’ none. He started trouble
an' he got hit"

Again the dark glant paused; then
he came to his point. His volco was
regrotful, nlmost sad, but tnged with
resignation.

“Ho Little Nash Is a-layin' dead down
thar, an' no MeBriar dursin't venture
down ter fotch his body home."

He waved a hand toward the west,
and the faces of his escort lowered.
They sesmed the faces of men who
“durst” go anywhera, but thelr chief
went on,

“I' knowed, Brother Talbott, thet ye
sarves Almighty God, an' thet thar
huin't no word ye carries but what all
men will listen ter yo, go I've done
come ter ya In behalfl of Little Nash's
maw, an' his wimmenfolks, 1 'lowed
I'd sk ye ef ye'd ride down thar and
foteh home ther body?"

The misslonary nodded, and thougi
he was travel-stained and very tired,
he said: “I'll start right now.”

Then Milt MeBriar continued: “An'
ef yo soes fit, ye kin teill Anse Havey
thet I hain't a suin' fer peace, but thet
I hain't a-blamin’ him nuther, an' thet
ef he wants ther truse ter go on I'm
a-willin® ter hav hit thetaway. I hain't
holdin' no grudge on account of last
night.”

Juanita's eyes grew a lttle misty as
she thought of that desolated cabin
where a mothor and sisters were grigv-
ing for the boy who had oeen “hot-
hearted." FEven the might of his older
kinsman, who sat his horse with such
composure while his eyes wandered off
to the purple haze of the far moun-
talng, stirred in her an emotion of
sympathy.

Of course #he knew nothing of the
ten acres of “bottom land” which were
to be Little Nash's when Cal Douglas
should have ceased to breathe, nor
how It was covetousness and cold
thrift that sent him out with his rifle
in the night. Bhe only heard the Me-
Briar say, “I'm much obleeged:" and
saw him turn his cavaleade east.

The tired misslonary started his
mule west again, and she herself fol
lowed the Widow Everson Into the
cabln which was for the tme to be her
home. When the widow left her she
rummaged in her saddlebags and drew
out a small leather case, She sat for
n long while sllent (n her shuck-bot-
tomed rocking chair, gazing wearily
out at the west, whore sunset fires
ware beginning to kindle, and where
an old-rose haze wns drowsing over
the valley and glowing more brightly
in the twisting ribbon of a faraway
stream, But her eyes came often back
from the panprama out there to dwell

a little wisttully on a photograph in
the leather frame.

It was the picture of the man she
had sent away. Had he himself béen
thers just then, with her eoursgs st

ebbtide, and had he stretched out his
arms, she would have shaken ber hend
wearily on abstrael resolves and come
Into thelr embruce. But he was not
there,

in the quaint conversation of the
Widow Everson and her sons Juanita
found so much of the amusing that she
bad to school herself agulnst too great
An mppreciation of their utterly upin-
tentional humor. Though she was &
“fotched-on woman” to be taken on
probation, [t was only a matter of
hours before the famlily capitulated, as
people in general had a fashlon of do-
ing under the apell of her graclousness
and charm. Jerry Everson, whom men
accounted surly, for the fret time In
years brushed his shapeless hat and
remembered not to “hang It ‘on the
fioor,” and Sim Everson hied him into
the misty woolds at dawn and brought
home squirrels for ber first breakfast
In his house.

In the forencom of her firet day she
left the house and, crossing the tiny
garden where the weeds were already
growing tall and rank enough to hint
of future ragged victory, she made her
way by & narrow trail that led to the
crast of the ridge.

Juanita -was steering her course for
a patriarchal poplar that sent a
stralght shaft heavenward at the rim
of the crest, opening its verdure like a
great flag, unfurled on n mighty para-
pet.  She knew that up there she
could look two ways acrogs the divide,
and that her battleground would be
spread befors her,

8he looked to the east, and line after
line of hills melted Into the sky. She
looked to the west, and there, too, they
ross, phalanx on phalanx, to dlssolve
in a smolky haze that efMfaced the hori-
#on. It seemed as If in a majesty of
rélentlessness they reached from sun-
rise to sunset, and so, as far as the
lockeddn life of their people went,
they might.,

She stood there a long while, and
finally she saw, where for a space the
rond ran nenr the brick houge, wn-
ehielded by the woods, a straggling
littls cortege,
stoop-shouldered man In whom, even
al that far distance, she iought she
recogniged the misslonary. Hehind
him came A féew horsemen riding in
two squads, and between the squads
crawled a “jolt-wagon™ drawn by
mules, BShe knew that the Haveys
were bringing back to the frontier the
enemy's dead, and she shuddered at
the cold reality,

It may have been three hours later
that Good Anse Talbott rode up to
the Widow Everson's; When the girl,
who had returned long ago from the
crest, came out to meet him at the
door ghe found him talking there with
Milt MeBrinr, who had also ridden up,
but from the other direction.

“Anse Havey 'lows," the preacher
wag saylog, “that he hes dona fotched
home ther body of Ittle Nash Watt,
an’ thet ther boy was shot ter death
a layin' In ther la'rel a hundred paces
from the winder whar Cal Douglas was
a standin'!"™

“I'va done alrendy acknowledged
thet" declared Milt in & volce into
which crept a trace of truculent sul-
lenness,

The missionnry nodded. "I hain't
quite through yit, Milt," he went on
evenly, and the girl who stood lean-
ing agalnst the door-frame, caught for
an Instant & sparkle of zealot earnest.
ness in hia weary eyes,

“Anse Is willin’' ter tuke yorea hand
on this truce. He's willin' ter stand
pledge thet ther Haveys keeps faith.
But I'm a preacher of the Gawspel of
God, Milt, and I don’t low ter be no
go-between without both of you men
does keep faith.”

MIlt MeBriar stiffened resentfully,
and his dark brows drew together un-
der his hat brim.

“Does ye doubt thet I'll do what 1
says?" he Inquired In a volee too goft
for sincarlty.

The missionary did not drop his
sgteady and compelling eyes from the
gaze direct, It was ns if he were read-
Ing through the puplls of the other and
searching the dark heart.

“I alms ter see thet ye both starts
out fafr, Miit,” he eaid, still quletly.
“An' ter thet end 1 alma ter admonish
ye both on ther terms of this meetin’
atween yo,"

For an instant Milt McBriar's sem-
blanca of calm reflectiveness allpped
from him and his volce rose raspingly.
“Did Anse Havey learn ye thet
spoach "

Good Anse Talbott ghook his head
patiently.

“No. 1 told Anse ther same thing
I'm atellin® you. Neither “Anse ner
ther four men that fetches ther body
will hev any sort of weepon about
‘em when they comes acrost thet stile.
Ye've got ter glve me yore hand thet
none of yore men hain't & goin' ter be
armed. I'm & servant of ther Most
High God.” For an Instant fire blazed
In the preacher’s eyes and his voice
mounted with fervor. “Fer years I've
done sought teér teach his graoe an’ his
hatred of murder ter ther people of
these byar hills. When you two men
shakes bands on this truce 1 aims ter
be standin® by with a rifle-gun in my
hands, an' ef I sees anything crooked
I'm goln' ter use hit”

The dark glant stood for a time
silent, then he gravely nodded his
head. “Them terms sults me” he
pald briefly.

The two men walked down to the
fence and wepurated there, golng In
opposite directions,

A few minutes Inter Juanita, still
standing fascinatedly In the doorway,
wia looking out norobs the shoulder of
the misslonary. He presided at the
threshold with grave eyes, and, even
after these peaceful years, there was
somothing of familiar caress In the
way his brown hand lay on his rifle.
lock. Then the girl saw & wtrange
and primitive ratification of treaty.

At Its front rode aff

of Juan! He did not speak, but for
an instant she suw his face hardem,
his eyes narrow, and his

themselves, It was the giance
who has been lashed across the face
und who cannot strike back, but who
will not soon forget.

This time the girl's eyes did not
drop, and certainly they held no hint
of relenting or plea for forgiveness.

But at that moment the head of the
Haveys turned from her and began
speaking,

“I got your message, Miit,” be said
casunily, “an’' 1 reckon you got my
snswer. I've brought back Little
Nash,"

“I'm oblesged ter ye." The McBriar
paused, then volunteered: “Ef ther
boy had took counsel of me, this thing
wouldn't never hev happened.”

Bad Anse Havey stood looking at
the other, then he nodded.

“MIt" he carelessly announced at

the end of his secrutiny, whila the
ghogt of an ironleal smile glinted in
his eyes, though it left his lips grave,
“I've got meveral hosses an' mules
down thar In my barn that we found
hitehed out (n ther timber when Nash
an' hls friends took to the la'rel.”
Again he paused and studied the
faces of the MeBrlar men before he
went on. “One of 'em s your own
roan mare, Milt. Ope of 'em blongs
ter Bum thar, and one Is Bob's thar.”
He poluted out each man as he spoke.
"Ye can get 'em any time ye send
down for 'em."
The girl cnught her breath and, de-
spite her disllke, acknowledged the
cool Insolence with which Ange had
answered Milt's plea of Innocence.
Milt replied only with a scowl, so Anss
contemplatively continued, as though
to hlmsaelf:

"Hit's right smart pity for a feller
to go out shootin’ in the nighttime
an' to take & kinsman's horse—with-
out takin' his counsel. It might lead
to some misunderstandin’.”

A baleful glare flashed deep In the
ayes of the tuller man, and from the
henchmen at his back came an uneasy
shufle of brogans.

But the voice of Good Anse Talbott
relieved the tenalon.

“Stlddy, thar, men,"” he quietly cau-
tloned. “Ye didn't hardly meet ter
talk 'bout hosses. I'll lead them nags
back myself, Miit."

Then Anse Havey stepped forward
and held out his hand.

“I glves ye my hand, Mils McBriar,”
he said, “that ther truce goes on.
“An' I glves ye mine," refolned the
other,

After a perfunctory shake the two
turned together and went down the
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stood a group of solemn men, mostly ')
bexrded, mostly ecoatless, and all un- ’ .
armed. In front of those, at the right

stood Anse Havey, hin eyes still the

dominant feature of the picture
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Out In the road was the “jolt-wagon,”

and in Its deep bed the girl could see hl‘lll'l vm

the canvas that covered ity burden. cw.
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Regular Boarders,
Hixon — 1 understand your wife

comes of a very old family?
Dixon—Yes; also very numerous,

THIS 18 THE AGE OF YOUTH.

You will look ten years youpger if you
Jarken ﬂur ugly, grizzly, gray hairs by
using “La Creole” r Dressing. —Adv.

Couldn't Impress Pat.

Strolling along the country with a
party of friends, Pat was telling them
about some of the beautiful spots in
Ireland,

Ong of the party, an American, ex-
claimed: “Waal, I guess we've got
somefhing th Ameorica that will' ek
all your ncenery. Our Falls of Niag-
arna, with tons of water rushing over
the top, is a wonderful and an unusual
sight.”

“"A wonderful and unusual sight!™
exclaimed Paddy. “That’'s nothing.

| It can't help falling over the top of

the precipice, 1f the water stopped
on the top, that would be a wonder-
ful and unusunl sight.”

Curious Mineral.

Perbaps the most curious mineral

| found' in the United States ia stauro-

lite, otherwire known as the “fairy
Btone,” Thig Is an fron-aluminum gjll-
cata found only In Virginla and North
Carolina, the reddish:-brown and
brownish-black crystals ocourring in

| well-defined single and double crosses.
There is some commerclal demand for
| tho crosses as ourlos, which are worn
| a8 wateh charms or on chains™h tie
manuer of a locket or lavalliere—a de-
(mand perhaps stimulated by the
2% | quaint legend which is told of their
|origin; the fuirles living In the cives
" n  Of the mountalns, on hearing the dgad
| Givea Ye My Hand, MIlt McBriar. tidings of tHo death ot Christ fagh.
steps. The girl saw both squads Iift- joned these crosses as mementoes of
ing the covered burden from the wag- him,
on and carrying it around the road, |
where the other wagon walted. Bha| HARD ON CHILDREN

belleved that the feud wae ended, but

pals whose hands bad joined parted
with great trust in the Integrity of
the other's Intentions, It Is certain
that one of them at least was already
making plans for the future, not at all
in accordance with that compsct of
peace,

(TO BE CONTINURD)

Haying for Deer.
Winters when the snow is deep for
long stretches of time deer congregate
in yards in the Adirondacks and many
of the weaker ones dle of starvation. .
Thelr skeletons may be found {n vari-
ous parts of the great wildernoss

in the remote sectionn of the Adiron-
dacks and stacking It in gheltered
placen to be fed to the deer next win-
ter when the .snow Is so deep that
other food 1s not oblainable. The con-
servation commission belioves that it
will save the lives of hundreds of
deer that otherwise would perigh, The
encased In pole

The farmers of the university say
that the harvester ants might besome

A menace to cropd and have Jsunched

hookworm to call on the ant and take
lmhwulnlolutmnp.mm

g
2
g
5

posed that will mako any colony sond

bean
frames and liberdlly salted, Deer will
not eat marsh hay unless it s so
troated. =
child on wnrolling for the time in

it is doubtful If either of the princl- |

whon the snows are gone., This year |
{ game protectors have been cutting tons |
of marsh hay on the beaver meadows |

When Teachor Mas Coffee Hablt

“Best 18 best, and best will ever
live.” When & person feels this way
about Postum they are glad to give
testimony for the benefit of others,

A school teacher down in Mins. aaya:
“I had been a colfes drinker since my
childhood, and the last few years it
had Injured me seriously,

“One cup of coffee taken at break-
fast would cause me to become so
nervous that 1 ocould scarcely go
through with the day's duties, and this
mervousness was often accompanied
by decp depression of spirits and heart
palpltation,

"I am a teacher by profession; and
‘when under the influsnce of coffes had
to struggle against crossness whon In
the school room,

“When talking this over with my
physician, he suggested that I try
Postum, 80 1 purchiased o package and
made It carefully nccording to direc-




